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students who had been diligently compiling useful vocabularies
under headings such as " On the March," " Pitching Camp,'3
" Buying Food in a Village," ** Visiting a Shrine," when they
were summoned to the saloon by the clang of the dinner-gong.

In the tropics, while lying on the deck sunbathing and watch-
ing the shoals of flying-fish skimming the crests of waves like
volleys of silver arrows^ we concocted strange dialogues, now
Hindustani, now Tibetan. The classic " Have you taken the
pen of my uncle ? No, you will find it in your grandmother's
garden " was replaced with " Is there a camping-ground in the
woods behind the village ? No, it is on the glacier to the east of
the mountain pass." Presently, as the combining of phrases
began to come more easily, they were tried on the dog, that is to
say, on members of the Lascar crew, who at first affected not
to know the language at all for Hindustani, till one day it
dawned on them, when they broke out into such volubility that
they left as all guessing.

Many people intending to travel in the Himalaya are, in the
matter, of languages, ready to accept a rather low standard,
ignoring the rules of grammar, and contenting themselves with
a hundred words or so. No doubt this can be made to do for
elementary needs, and even for forging the links of a genuine,
if inarticulate, comradeship with the native porters. But it
seems a pity to put up with such a narrowing of possibilities;
for most English people are not nearly so incompetent at
languages as they imagine, and good teachers are to be found to
help them over the more awkward stiles. The reward for try-
ing lies in the possibility of a real exchange of thoughts with
the inhabitants of a foreign country, which is surely one of the
greatest joys of travel.

For us so occupied, four weeks slipped by all too quickly, and
it was with mixed feelings that we saw the mangrove-fringed
coast near the mouth of the Hoogli slowly loom into sight and
knew that it was the last time we should hear the cheery voice of
Captain O'Connor, summoning us to his cabin, at the end of the
day's work, to join him in a " sundowner." But there was a
thrill in the thought.that this turbid waterway, with its jute
factories and barges, its feathery palms and slimy mud-flats,
suited to the siestas of crocodiles, was a mouth of the selfsame
Ganges which we were about to follow all the way to its source,
goal of many pilgrims, where it issued from the glacier ice.